EXTREMES MEET

with you tonight, but . . ." he stopped. He had a
gallant and gracious formula for this kind of excuse, but
somehow with that fellow in his stained grey flannel suit
and battered old panama hat he could not give it expression,
" If you want me to bring you out anything next time,
Mrs Radcliffe, let me know at my hotel before I leave."

Without even a nod to Waterlow he turned and hurried
down the steps to his car.

Georgie Radcliffe bit her underlip and shook a reproach-
ful head.

" I think you're very unkind to tease the poor
Messenger like that. But then you tease everybody,
don't you, Roger ? "

He stood looking at her without a word. He was
thinking of Milton's report of the scene last night at
the Pension Bonbon, which he had received just before
he drove round here. He was thinking what a picture
she made and how much Arthur deserved a lesson. He
was thinking, too, what an air of possessiveness that
fellow Hunter had been assuming with her. He was
thinking that really he had been a great fool not to take
advantage of last night. He was thinking how white that
little tooth was against the flooding crimson of her lips.
And for all these thoughts she offered him a penny.

" I was thinking," he said with half a sigh, " that we
should meet again to-night"

" Yes, but to-night we shall be in a crowd,"
And before he could reply she had left him, the lightest
echo of a laugh rippling back across the solemn hall as
she floated down the steps and vanished into the sunlight

" Did you remember about my new under-porter, sir ? "
Scrutton was asking.
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